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LEONORA. enemy, old count Don Diego.—‘ Cow- 
right, # LEONORA was the daughter of||ards with cunning,’ said he, ‘ are too 
i. ount Gomez, a nobleman of Castile, ||/strong for heroes, and since you press 
of ho served against the Moors in the |/me to unfold my thoughts, I grieve to 

reign of Don Ferdinand. ‘This lady |}see your spirit so broken, your just re- 
yas remarkable for her beauty and un-||sentment, by vile arts of courts, beguil- 
ierstanding; but, above all, for her|/ed an‘ melted to resign your terror.— 
filial affection. She had been taken||He has done this openly to take your 
EssogpePtive by the Moors, and was happily ||/honours from you;—for, know he is» 


rescued from them by Carlos, the son 
if Don Diego of Seville, a youth justly 
' listinguished for his amiable person, 
magnanimity, and the success of his 
wms. A mortal and ancient hatred 
’ had subsisted between the two families, 
when Carlos preserved Leonora from 
the fury of the enemy. When she re- 
turned to court, she recited the account 
of his heroism with such praises to the 
king, that he bid her name the honours 
with which she would wish to reward 
him. Animated on this occasion to 
shew her gratitude, though conscious 
of her houses hate, she begged his 
royal favour, would rank him in the field 
next her father. 
The king complied, and desired 















Carlos might receive the honour from 
scr own hands., A mutual regard im- 
ediately commenced between them, 
and the ancient hate of their houses 
had seemed to be quite forgotten, till 
Don Sanchey, one of the courtiers, 
jealous of the king’s favours towards 
them, and being in love with Leonora 
himself, seized the first occasion to re- 
kindle the ancient malice of the fami- 
lies: for this purpose he went to count 
romez, and, in the course of conver- 
sation, complained, in the severest 
terms, of the meanness of that noble- 
man’s making peace with his inveterate 













‘day, 
ts pe 








e, in 
en, 














your worst of foes.’ 

Count Gomez was so perplexed be- 
tween doubts and fears, that he deter- 
termined to inquire further into the af- 
fair—He immediately met. Don Diego, 
and hastily accused him with his treach- 
ery—with the meanness of his soul, and 
his servile arts respecting the king.— 
Diego was astonished at this language, 
and haughtily told him to use his supe- 
rior with more respect. The name of 
superior roused the resentment of count 
Gomez, who, in the heiglit of his an- 
ger, gave him a violent blow, which al- 
most deprived him of his senses; but 
Don Diego, soon recovering himself, 
drew his sword. Gomez followed his 
example, and disarmed his antago- 
nist. 

Carlos, immediately, on hearing the 
clash of swords, flew to the place, 
where he saw his aged father lying 
breathless and disarmed. He directly 
had him conveyed to the palace. When 
Don Diego recovered, he told his son 
what had happened, and charged him 
to revenge the insult—Don Carlos was 
all amazement: he loved Leonora, and 
for her sake was unwilling to raise his 
hands against her father.—He therefore 
went calmly to him, and intreated him 
once more to be reconciled: count Go- 
mez would not hearken to his request, 
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but vowed eternal vengeance against 
his family. 

t To be concluded in our next, 

= 
LACONICKS, NO. 3. 

INDOLENCE is not happiness. He 
that idles away his time in sloth and in- 
activity, may fancy to himself that he 
feels an enjoyment in dving nothing: 
but what is the sum of his enjoyment? 
that, merely, of an animal who feels 
little more than half alive. Human 
nature is destined for something more 
noble and elevated. It is calculated 
for actfon as well as rest: and whoever 
expects to be happy in the more easy 
circumstances of life, must also take his 
part in those which require exertion. 

EQUITUS. 
== 
THE HYPOCONDRIACK. 

A young Gentleman of good sense 
and learning had no malady to complain 
of but the spleen. With this distemper 
he came to the City, in order for a cure. 
Upon examination, no fault could be 
found with his look and external symp- 
toms, and he declared himself free 
from mental trouble; but that he was, 
He knew not how-ish,—Deep in the 
Shaggs,—-Hypp’d to a violent degree,— 
full of the glooms and dismals. The 
advice given him was, to retire to some 
pleasant spot in the neighbourhood, 
within a short call of the Doctors, when 
he might follow some rural diversions, 
and conclude the day with a few friends 
and a cheerful Bottle. 

He complied, and took front rooms 
of a house in the suburbs. Opposite 
to his apartment was the stall of a Cob- 
ler, who was constantly singing some 
merry catch or song. At this sight the 
Gentleman was some time diverted: 
But by comparing the cheerful mecha- 
nic’s condition with his own, he began 
to envy him, and at last to hate him 
mortally; in this temper he removed 
his lodgings, and took some back 
rooms; but the idea of theehappy Cob- 
ler haunted him; ’till at last he ima- 
gined he was possessed, and that the 
Cobler had gone down into his belly, 
where he lay poking with his awl, gnaw- 
ing the leather with his teeth, and beat- 
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ing furiously with his hammer. In thidiie 
distressthe, poor patient called in ajfiu 
his physicia , and declared to themfly ¢ 
he had swallowed acobler. On whicifiim| 
they eg Was mad, and left him ag@@rin} 
incurable. — Bee 

At last a Young student in physic 
was introduced; he found the patient j 
an easy chaif, groaning hideously, anq 
turning from side to side, according as 
the Cobler maéle a Puncture or Contu 
sion upon the right or Icft side of thal 
Abdomen, After a pause, now pray 
Doctor, says the patient, what do yo 
think I am troubled with ?—The Dog 
tor gravely answers,—Really, Sir, I an 
inclined to believe you have swallowed 
a Cobler—You have it! you have it! 
Oh, the villain! now I feel him prick 
ing me—surely you was sent by Hea 
ven to my deliverance—~Now pray, 
Doctor, what can you do for me! 
“ ‘To night, sir, you shall take a com- 
posing draught, that will make both 
you and vour Cobler easy, and to-mor- 
row J will visit you again.”” The patient A 
returns his thanks, and with a good re-Mar 























































taining fee dismisses him. ent 





The young proficient sends for the 
Cobler, tips him a bank-note with thefhrv 
promise of another, gives him instruc- 
tions, and engages him heartily in thefpre 
operation. The next morning he re-fhe 
visits his patient, who had slept tolera-fR is 
bly well, and orders him to keep his 
bed till night; then retires to an ad-fPhc 
joining room, hung round with = oldfho 
tapestry, where he got things ready for§ 
the intended cure. A strong Emetic 
was sent in; a large bathing-tub, half 
filled with water, was set close by a 
Closet, to which there was an opening 
through the hangings. The Docté 
had furnished himself with some of 
the Cobler’s tools and utensils; the fa- 
mily was let into the secret; a dim 
light was placed at the farther end of fn 
the room ; and ‘the Cobler conveyed be- fir 
hind the hangings. 

About 10 at night the patient was in-f 
troduced in form; took the Emetic, ni 
and after a plunge or two, the docto 
gravely fished in the liquor with a larg 
ladle, and brought up some ends and 
hog’s bristles:—See here, says the 
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In thidfperator, we are right!—Come, one 
| in ajfiunge more,—and then he fishes up 
themMf, awl, a ball of thread, and some 
Whiciffmps of wax ;—Again, sir,—and then 
him ag@fings up a hammer, a paricy-knife, 
nd two Heel-pieces ;—Now, Sir, we 
physi@re near him; shut your eyes close, 
lent ijgnd take one more hearty plunge.—In 
Y, andhis interval he lugs in the cobler, and 
ing agMouses him over head and ears in the 
Contugfub, and then cries out, open your eyes, 
of thir! We have him! we have him! And 
pray@ollaring the cobler, just risen from the 
lO you—eluge, severely reprimanded him for 
og@etting down the Gentleman’s throat ; 
> I amfnd then shewed him the shortest way 
lowedffown stairs. 
ve it‘ The patient was astonished at his de- 
prick#iverance ; but there was no resisting 
Hea-emonstration. That night he took 
pray,mnother composing draught, and was 
1e (Hell the next morning, amply reward- 
com-@#¢ the doctor for his services. 
both 
-mor- 
atient 
id re- 






























ON SCANDAL. 
AGAINST slander there is no defence. 








end, nor man deplore so fell a foe. It 
r thefiabs with a word—with a nod—with a 
1 theBhrug—with a look—with a smile. It 
truc-fs pestilence walking in darkness, 
1 theBpreading contagion far and wideywhich 
€ re-fhe most wary traveller cannot avoid ;— 
lera-ftis the heart-searching dagger of the 
> hisBssassin;—it is the poisoned arrow 
1) ad-Bhose wound is incurable—it is the 
oldfhoral sting of the deadly adder. Mur- 
y forfier is its employment—innocence its 
netic Prey—and ruin its sport. Maria was 
half fatal instance —Her head was a little 
xy Aaffised from the pillow, supported by 
ningMer hand, and her countenance was ex- 
ctOPReedingly sorrowful—the glowing blush 
€ ol@f eighteen vanished trom her cheeks, 
> fa-Bnd fever rioted in luxury upon her 
dim #amask skin. It is even so;—a burst- 
dof fing sigh laboured from her bosom :— 
| be- Frirtue is no protection while detraction 
breathes malignity—while envy search- 
sin-—s for faults, and tortures truth. I 
etic, night have been happy !—but oh! ye 
ctompusy thoughts, recall not to my memo- 
rge"mory those joyful hours!—she strug- 
and Izled—-but in vain. The invisible power 
the fof darkness closed her eyes, and her 
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heaving breast panted with the last 
throbbings of a broken heart+—She is 
now no more. Scandal tritmphed over 
the lovely innocent maid. Superior 
qualifications made her the dupe of 
envy, and a fever followed. She fell a 
sacrifice to exquisite feelings ! 

Macklin and Dr. Johnson disputing 
on a literary subject, Johnson quoted 
Greek. “I do not understand Greek,’’ 
said Macklin. “ A man who argues, 
should understand every language,” 
replied Johnson. “ Very well,” an- 
'swered Macklin, and gave him @ quo- 
\tation in Irish. 





Francis I. consulting with his gene- 
rals how to lead his army, over the 








|Alps, into Italy, Ameral,' his fool, 
‘sprung from a corner, and ad- 
‘vised him to consult rather how to 


bring it back. 
— 
An Irishman passing the State- 








House, exclaimed, looking at his watch, 


Narkness cannot boast of so foul a/|« Och, if here isn’t my little watch, 





made by cousin O’Flannagan, of Cork, 
land if it hasn’t beat your big clock 
here by more than two hours since yes- 
terday morning.” 


—-_ —— 


A tall fellow standing inthe pit a few 
nights ago, at the Hibernian theatre 
in Dublin, was repeatedly entreated to 
sit down, but would not; when a voice 
from the upper gallery called out, 
‘ Let him alone honey; he’s a taylor 
and he’s resting himself.” 

A person on reading the late mar 
riage of Mr. Wight to Miss Soul, ob- 
served, *“ that it was an uncommon 
thing for a lady to lose her feart in 
marriage, but it was still] more extraor- 
dinary for one to los€ her Sow ! 

= 

The deceased count Bibb, one, night 
atacider cellar, told a friend that he in- 
tended toleavetwenty pounds to bespent 
at his funeral, which induced the other 
to ask him, if the money was to be spent 
roiling or returning ?—Bibb, good hu- 
mourously replicd, Going to be sure; 
tor when yeu return I shan’tbe with you.” 
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THE WATER Ckt&55 BOY. 
>TWAS on a dreary Winter’s morn, 
When bread was dear and work was scant; 
When Mis’ry deeply sigh’d, forlorn, 
Expos'd to all the woes of want; 

A boy stretch’d on the pavement lay, 

A covered basket by his side— 

His al/-provisions for the day !— 

?T was what his industry supplied. 
Long ere the source of cheerful light 
Kad ting’d the clouds with orient dye, 
Or chas’d the shades of gloomy night, 
From home, alas! he’s forced to hie, 
To brooks, and streams, and places dank 
To cull the early gitts of spring, 
Where vegetation, moist and rank, 

Her deepest tints of verdure flings. 
At home, poor boy! that morn he’d left 
A helpless mother, sick and poor, 

Of friends, of every aid berett,— 

This son, on earth her only store! 


She'd seen the joys of better times, 

She’d known the sweets of happier days: 
Visit not, Heaven, for father’s crimes !— 
But hid to man are ail thy ways. 

Bleak blew the piercing north-west winds 
And thick descended drifting snows ; 
With pain the trembling boy now finds 
‘he brouks are ice, the springs are froze. 


Long, long he sought.the water-cress, 
Ajoud thro’ streets and lanes to cry, 
‘to blunt the edge of keen distress, 
hits own and mother’s food to buy. 


Return’d to town with seanty fare, 

He'd call’d his eresses al! around, 

With limbs and bleeding feet quite bare ; 
ut sale nor pity now was found. 


More flerce the piercing winds still blew, 
More thick descended drifting snows ; 
With cold, the boy, pierced thro’ and thro’, 
Now sinks beneath his whelming woes! 


The raging storm had seiz’d his frame— 
A frame too weak the storm to bear; 

And life’s but just extinguish’d flame 

His stiff ning limbs aloud declare. 

Ye rich, who cold nor hunger know, 

Nor e’en the thoughts of hunger fear, 

Ah ease the orphants bitter woe !— 

“Ah wipe the widow’s dropping tear ! 
long, long the mother now may look 

For welcome son, and welcome bread, 
‘the produce of the gelid brook: 

Her bread is gone—her son is dead ! 

* © more, in answer to her pray’rs, 

She'll hear the cheering, pleasing sound— 
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Of his known steps ascend the stairs, 


. 


His life is fled, his woes are o’er,— 
The widow's stay,—her only joy! 


Emblem of innocence ! he bears no arms, 








To sooth, to heal her every wound! 







He'll eel nor cold nor hunger more, 
Poor haptess, Water-cresses Boy. 











LOVE. 





Nor begs for wings to fly from virtue’s charms 
But tenders to beloved youth 

Hearts open as delightful truth. 

Such was the love in days of Yore: 

Alas ! the fugitive is found no more. 
















FRIENDSHIP. 
Is there a charm on earth so sweet? 
As that which warms the glowing heart, 
When kindred friends each other greet, 














Or give the cordial squeeze to part. EX. 
Friendship, rich guest! to thee we owe, Oy 
Full half the smiling joys of life, ext € 
Thy soothing» balm relieves our woe, Lea 
And buries envy, wrath and strife. f the 
’Tis thou cans’t quell the angry storm, racte: 
And lull the passions of the breast, cart 
A vicious world from vice reform, He 
And hush the troubled soul to rest. pursu 
On thee, as on a bed of down, and 1 
Sorrow may swoon its tears away, not tc 
Thy charms dispel the sullen frown, Sur 
And bid the child of grief be gay. sudde 
Yes gentle partner, cheering guest, — popu 
That strews our paths with sweetest Joy, when 
Thy smiles can make the mourner blest, » 
And envy’s fiercer shafts destroy. tr 
° neigl 
EPIGRAM. ance 
It happen’d in a narrow street, fainte 
A man a band of soldiers met ; sitiol 
In vain to pass, he made essay, to th 
For men of war ne’er yield the way. ‘ert 
With noisy drum, “ear piercing fife,” 
They made him march as *twere for life : her 
At length a frisking Cow they met, treat 
Who at their music, ’gan to fret, to 
To force her way she kick’d and ran, mur 
And soon bestrode the prostrate man— D 
A waggish rogue, with horse laugh loud, , 
Cried ‘* see how yonder man is cow’d,”’ = 
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